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Queen. Fye Coward woman, and foft harted wretch, 
Haft thou hot fpirit to curfe thine enemy* 

Suf- A plague vpon them : wherefore (hould I curflc 
them? 

Would curfes kill, as doth the Mandrakes grone, 

I would inuent as bitter fearching ccrmcs. 

As curft, as harfh, and horrible to hcare, 

Deliucr’d ftrongly through my fixed teeth. 

With full as many fignes of deadly hate. 

As Icane-facM enuy in her loathlome caue. 

My tongue fhould ftumblc in mine carneft words. 

Mine eyes (hould fparkle like the beaten Flint, 

Mine hairc be fixt an end, as errs diftraft: 

I,euery ioynt fhould feeme to curfe and ban, 

And euen now my burthen’d heart would breake 
Should I not curfe them. Poyfon be their drinke. 

Gall, worfe then Gal!, the daintieft that they tafte : 
Their fweeteft (hade, a grouc of Cypreflc Trees : 

Their checfeftProfpcfh murdTing Bafiliskes: 

Their fofeeft Touch, as ('mart as Lyzards flings: 

Their Mufieke, frightfull as the Serpents hifle, 

And boading Scrccch-O wles, make the Confort full. 

All the foulc terrors in dsrkc feated hell- 

Q Enough fweec Suffolke,thou torment'd thy fclfc. 
And thefe dread curfes like the Sunnc 'gainfl ghfle. 

Or like an oucr-chargedGun, rccoile, 

And turnes the force of them vpon thy lelfe. 

Suf. You bad me ban, and will you bid me leaue? 
Now by the ground that I am banifh'd from. 

Well could I curfe away a Winters night, 

Though ftanding naked on a Mountaine top, 

Where by ting cold would neuer let graffe grow. 

And chinke it but a minute fpent in (port. 

Qu. Oh, let me intreat thee ccafe,giue me thy hand, 
Thar I may dew it with my mournful! tea e;: 

Nor let the raine of heauen wet this place. 

To wafh away 0 my wofull Monuments. 

Oh, could this kifle be printed in thy hand. 

That thou might'ft thinke vpon thefe by the Seale, 
Through whom a thoufand fighes are breath'd for thee. 
So get thee gone, that I may know my greefe, 

Tis but furmiz’d, whiles thou art (landing by. 

As one that furfets, thinking on a want: 

I will rcpcale thee, or be well allur'd, 

Aducnrure to be bamfhed my felfe : 

And banifhed I am, if but from thee. 

Go, fpeakc not to me; euen now be gone. 

Oh go not yet. Euen thus, two Friends condemn’d. 
Embrace, and kiffe, and take ten thoufand leaucs, 

Loather a hundred times to part then dye; 

Yet now farewell, and farewell Life with thee. 

Suf. Thus is poore Suffolke ten times baniflied. 

Once by the King, and three times thrice by thee. 

'Tis not the Land 1 care for, wer't thou thence, 

A Wilderneft’e rs populous enough, 

So Stiffolke had ihy heauenly company: 

For where thou art, there is the World it fclfc. 

With eucry ieuernll pleafure in the World; 

And where thou art not, Defolation. 

I cart no more: Liue thou to toy thy life; 

My fclfc no icy in nought, but that thou liu’ft. 
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Vmx. To fignifie vnto his Maiefty~ 

That Cardinall Branford is at point ofcieath. 

Tor fodainly a grecuous fickncffe tookc him 
That makes him gaspe, and flare, and catrkU 
Blafpheming God, and curfing men on eartf'* 1 "* 
Sometime he talkcs, as if Duke Httmfr,,, r .„ 
Were by his fide: Sometime, he caflej t h e Jl°® 

And v»hifperstohispillow,astohim 

Thefecrets ofhisouer-chargcd foulc* 
AndlamlenttotellhisMaieftie, * 

That euen now he cries alowd for him. 

Sl<*. Go tell this hcany Meffage to the K-;„ 

Aye mej What is this World? What newest l l " 

But wherefore greeue I at an houres poorc loll ‘ hcfc? 
Omitting Suffoikes exile, my foules Treafure >’ 
Why onely Suffolke mournc I not for thee ? 

And with the Southerne clouds, contend in teareo 
Theirs tor the earths encreafe, mine for mv f n J ’ 
Now get thee hence,the K.ng thou know’ll j s '° W ‘: 
If thou be found by me, thou art but dead. ' m ® ln i 
Suf. If I depart from thee, I cannot liue 
And in thy fight to dye, what were it die ’ 

But like a pleafant {lumber in thy lap ? * 

Heerc conld I breath my foulc into the ayre 
As miidc and gentle as the Cradle-babe^ * 

Dying with mothers dugge betweene if slips 
Where from thy fight, I fhould be raging mad 
And cry out for thee to clofe vp mine eyes; * 

To haue thee with thy lippes to flop my mouth; 

So fhould’fl thou eyther turne my flyme fo u ] e ’ 

Or I fhould breathe it fo into thy body, * ’ 

Andchenitliu’dinfwcctcElizium. * 

To dye by thee, were but to dye in ieft, 

From thee to dye, were torture more then death; 

Oh let me flay, befall what may befall. 

iW Away; Though parting be a frecfull corofiue 
Ir is applyed to a dcathfull wound. 

To France fweet Suffolke: Let me heare from thee: 
For wherefoerethou art in this worlds Globe. 

He haue an hi* that {hall finde thee out. 

Suf. I go. 

Qm. And take my heart with thee. 

Suf. A le well loekt into the wofulft Caskc, 

That euer did containe a thing of worth, 

Euen as a fplitted Barke, fo funder we: 

This way fall I to death. 

£>». This way for me. Exrnt 

Enttr the King , Salisbury, and W'armckf, te tbt 
Cardinal in bed. 

King. How fare’s my Lord ? Speake Teaxford to thy 
Soueraigne. 

Ca. If thou beeft death,He giuc thee Englantls Treafure, 
Enough to purchafe fuch another Ifland/ 

So thou wilt let meliue.and feele no paine. 

King. Ah, what a figne it is ofeuill life, 

Where death’s approach is feene fo terrible. 

War. Beanford, it is thy Soueraigne fpcakes to thee. 
Beau. Bring me vnto my Triall when you will.. 
Dy’de he not in his bed? Where fhould he dye ? 

Can I make men liue where they will or no ?j 
Oh torture me no more, I will confeflc. 

Aliue againe? Then fl»ew me where he is, 
lie giue a thoufand pound to looke vpon him. 

He hath no eyes, the duft hath blinded them. 
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^oke,looke, it ftands vpright, 
C ? r ime twigs fet to catch my winged foulc: 

L Sbac drinke, and brd the Apothecarie 
G ‘ ue The ftrone poyfon that I bought othim. 

Qh thou eternall moucr of the hcauens, 

. l5,vith a gentle eye vpon this Wretch, 

nice avvay the bufiemedling Fiend, 

lives flrong fiege vnto this wretches foule/ 
I’i'frombiS'boiomepurge this blacke difpairc. 

^ hovv the pangs of death do make him grin, 

nifturbe him not, let him pafle peaceably. 

P c ^ cc to f° u J e > ^ Gods good plealurc be. 
t A Car^nalh if thou chink’ft on hcauens blifle, 

Si vp thy hand, make iign?ll of thy hope. 

Sdics aird makes no figne : Oh God forgiue him. 
sobadadeath, argues amonlhous hte. 

Forbeare to iudge, for we arc Tinners all. 
riofc vp his eyes, and draw the Curtaine clofe. 

And let vs all to Meditation;, Exeunt. 

i/tUnm. Tight at Sea. Ordnance goes of> 

Enter Lieutenant , Sufolke , and others. 

Lied* The gaudy blabbing and rcmorfefull day, 

Is crept into the bofome of the Sea: 

And now loud houling Wolues aroufe the lades 
That dragge the Tragicke melancholy night: 

Who with their drowfic, flow,and flagging wings 
Cleape dead-mens graues, and from their mifly Iawes, 
Breath foule contagious darkneffe in the ayre: 

Therefore bring forth the Souldiers of our prize. 

For whilft our Pinnace Anchors in the Downes, 

Hcere (hall they make thcic ranfome on the fand, 

Orwith their blood ftainc this difcoloured fliorc. 

Maiftcr,this Prifoncr freely giue l thee, 

And thou that art his Mate, make boote ofthU : 

Theother Walter Whitmore is thy fhare. 
i.fjent. What is my ranfome Mafter,let me know. 
Ma.S thoufand Crownes, or elle lay down your head 
Mate. And fo much (Trail you giuc,or oft goes yours, 
lieu. What thinke you much to pay iooo.Crownes, 
Andbeare the name and port of Gentlemen ? 

Cut both the Villaines throats, for dy you (hall: 

The liucs of thofe which we haue loft in fight, 
Becountcr-poys’d with fuch a pettie fumme# 
l .Gent, lie giue it fir, and therefore fpare my life. 
ifient .And fo will I,and write home for it ftraighc, 
fVhitm. 1 loft mine eye in laying the prize abooid. 

And therefore to reuenge it, (halt thou dye. 

And fo (hould thefe, if 1 might haue my will. 

Lieu. Be not fo rafh, take ranfome, let him liue. 

Suf. Looke on my George, I am a Gentleman, 

Rate meat what thou wilt, thou (halt be payed. 

wbtt* And fo am I: my name is Walter Whitmore. 

How now?why ftarts thou? What doth death affright ? 

Suf Thy name affrights me, in whole found is death: 
A cunning man did calculate my birth. 

And told me that by Water I (hould dye : 

Yet let not this make thee be bloody-minded. 

Thy name is Gualtter, being rightly founded. 

Wlnt. Gualtter or Walter , which it is 1 care nor, 

^euer yet did bafe difhonour blurre our name, 

5ut with our fword we wip’d away the blot. 

Therefore, when Merchant-like 1 fell reuenge, 
koke be my (word, my Armcs torne and defac'd, 

And I proclaim’d a Coward through the world. 


Suf. Stay irhitmore> for thy Prifoncr is a Prince, 

The Duke of Suffolke, William dela Pole ♦ 

IPhitt The Duke of Suffolke, muffled vp in ragges ? 
Suf. I, but thefe ragges are no part of the Duke. 

Lieu. Butloue was neuer flainc as thou (halt be # 
Obfcure and lowfie Swaine, King Henries blood. 

Suf. The honourable blood of Lancafter 
Muft not be (lied by fuch a iaded Groomc : 

Haft thou not kift thy hand, and held my ftirrop ? 
Bare-headed plodded by my fooc-cloth Mule, 

And thought thee happy when I fhooke my head. 

How often haft thou waited at my cup, 

Fed from my Trencher, kneel'd downe at the board. 
When I haue feafted with Quecne Margaret ? 
Remember it, and let it make thee Crcft-falne, 

I, and alay this thy abortiue pride ; 

How in our voyding Lobby haft thou flood, 

And duly vvayted for my comming forth ? 

This hand ofmine hath writ in thy bchalfe. 

And therefore (ball it charme thy riotous tongue* 

Whit. Speak Captaine, (hall I flab the forlorn Swain. 
Lieu. Firft let my words (hb him,as he hath me. 

Suf. Eafe (lane, thy words arc blunt,and fo art thou. 
Lieu. Conuey him hence,and on our long boats fide. 
Strike off his head. Suf. Thou dar’ft not for thy owne. 

Lieu . Poole , Sir Poole? Lord, 

I kennell, puddle, finke,whofc filth and dirt 
Troubles the filuer Spring,where England drinkes: 

Now will I dam vp this thy yawning mouth, 

For fwallowing the Treafure of the Realme. 

Thy lips that kift the Queene, (ball lweepe the ground: 
And thou chat fmirdft at good Duke Humfries death, 
Againft the fcnfelcfle windcs (ball grin in V3ine, 

Who in contempt (ball hiffe at thee againe. 

And wedded be thou to the Hagges of hell. 

For daring to affyc a mighty Lord 
Vnto the daughter of a worthlefleKing, 

Hauing neyther Subicft, Wealth, nor Diadem : 

By diuellifli policy arc thou growne great. 

And like ambitious Sylla ouer-gorg’d,- 
With gobbets of thy Mother-bleeding heart* 

By thee Aniou znA Maine were fold to France. 

The falfe rcuolting Normans thorough thee, 

Difdaine to call vs Lord, and Viccardie 
Hathflaine their Goucrnors, furpriz'd our Forts, 

And fent the ragged Souldiers wounded home. 

The Princely Warwicke, and thc Ncpjis &ll, 

Whofc dreadfull fwords were neuer drawne in Yaine, 

As hating thce 3 and rifing vp in armcs. 

And now the Houfe of Yorkc thruft from the Growne, 
By fbamcfull murther of a guiltlefle King, 

And lofty proud incroaching tyranny, 

Burnes with reuenging fire, whofe hopefull colours 
Aduancc our halfe-fac’d Sunne, ftriuing to (bine;. 

Vndcr the which i*s writ, Inuitis nuhtbsu. 

The Commons heere in Kent are vp in armes, 

And to conclude, Reproach and Beggeric, 

Is crept into the Pallacc of our King, 

And all by thee: away, conuey him hence. 

Suf. O that I were a God, to (boot forth Thunder 
Vpon thefe paltry,feruile,abicft Drudges: 

Small things make bafe men proud. This Vdlaine heerc. 
Being Captaine of a Pinnace, threatens more 
Then TarguLu the ftrong Illyrian Pyratc. 

Drones fucke not Eagles blood, but rob Bec-hiues: 

It is impoffiblc that 1 (hould dye 

By 





































































